the fancy seized them, snuffled, scratched, snored. The gen-
tleman of the bedchamber whose turn it was to pass the
night here was always kept awake, but Charles, inured to
the commotion, usually slept peacefully* Tonight, how-
ever, Bruce noticed that he tossed rather restlessly, and
when he arose he was pale and silent.

Feeling rather faint, Charles went into his closet to take
some medicine. He came out so dizzy he nearly fell, but
the dizziness passed and he took his seat by the window to
be shaved. The publicity of day was beginning* The bar-
ber came in, then Dr. King who was treating the sore foot,
then a few early rising courtiers* With a desire for pri-
vacy most rare for him to express, Charles asked all
but the necessary attendants to wait outside until he was
dressed*

He was but half shaved when suddenly he slipped side-
ways in his chair and fell unconscious into Bruce's arms*
The little group in the bedchamber was horribly fright-
ened. Messengers were sent running for James and the chief
ministers of state. Dr. King, braving the law which
prescribed death to any physician who bled a monarch
without the authority of the Privy Council, hastily drew
sixteen ounces of blood from the unconscious man's veins.
It seemed to do good, for Charles had started to writhe in
convulsions and now the twitchings were weaker* But the
servants had to hold him in the chair and pry his jaws apart
to keep him from biting his tongue*

Soon the Duke of York ran in, wearing one shoe and one
slipper. Crowds of alarmed courtiers rushed distractedly
about or stood in a helpless knot watching their shivering
master* More physicians arrived and then, due permission
having been given, they set about the process of torturing
the sick man, the only device medical skill could suggest*
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